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MRS. WHARTON: If you only knew how eager I am to help
you. But you won't let me come near you. We've
known one another for more than thirty years. Charlotte.
Why do you put up a stone wall between us?

MRS. LITTLE WOOD: [Genttj, as though she were talking to a
child.] My dear, don't worry your kind heart. If I wanted
your help I would come to you at once. But I don't.
I really don't.

[MRS. WHARTON hears her husband's step on the stairs.

MRS. WHARTON: Here is George. [Going to the window.] You
can come in when you want to, John.

[The COLONEL comes into the room.  His face is a little
whiter than it was two days ago> and there is in his
eyes every non> and then a haunted look.
MRS. WHARTON: Charlotte Littlewood is here, George.
COLONEL WHARTON: So I see. How do you do?
MRS. LITTLEWOOD: You're not looking quite up to the mark

to-day, Colonel.
COLONEL WHARTON: That's a cheering thing to say to a

man.  I'm feeling pretty well.
MRS. WHARTON: I was thinking he was looking much better

the last day or two.
COLONEL WHARTON: I presume it's not on my account that

youVe lit the fire on a day like this.

MRS. WHARTON: No, I feel a little chilly. You always forget
that I'm not as young as I was, George.

\The COLONEL sits down in an armchair  and MRS.

WHARTON takes a couple of cushions.
MRS. WHARTON: Let me put them behind you, darling.
COLONEL WHARTON: For goodness' sake don't fuss   me,
Evelyn.   If I want cushions I'm perfectly capable of
getting them for myself.

[JOHN enters with  SYLVIA and hears the last two
speeches.